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—Philada.” - )

These bottles are mueh
than those heretofore used, and of
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that the cork cannot be drawn widg
destroying the signature, withoot vy
none is genuire. The medicistmy
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forgery,

The increasing demsna for thiy
lebrated medicioe has enabled m)
reduce the price to two dollars peths
tle, thus bringing it within the
of the indigent. !

My panaces requires no .
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lified approbation, and esta [

it a character, which eavy’s pea&¢
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self, my accredited agents, or peu
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will consequently be without eiesl
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Valentine Mot KB,
New-York, Ist mo 5th, 1834,
Prom Doctor William P Devess b
janct Professor of Midwifery 0%
University of Pennsylvasis; &$
| 1have much pleasure is aybp
have witnessed lKe most: decided
happy effects in several " fostasss§;
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Panacea, where other remel®
of
failed—one was that of Mg Brows
Wm. P Dewess, Y5
Philadelphia, Feb. 20, 1883
Fromx Doctor James Mefse; Men'h
of the American Philosopkicsl S
ty, &e. &c., e i
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vour of Mr. Swaim's Piunses- M
remedy in Scrofala. 1shw ot
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and Mirs. Campbell. E:
Iphi J;m& m;.(:’«-w i
Philadelphia, Feb. 18, R
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From the Ameri¢an Monthly Magazine. .
DEATH.
Pour not the voice of grief
Above the sable bier!
The wary spirit finls relief
1n some more hallowed sphere.
What recksit that the lip
Hes lost its thrilling hue—
Untainted was theit fellowship
As blushing rose and dew.
And now—100 8000 a creeping thing,
will, like a leech, there feed and cling!
Yet weep not for the dead
Who early pass away,
'£re hope and joy and youth have fled,
‘tre woe liss-wrought decay?
Better to die in vouth
When life is green and brizht,
Than when the heart has last its truth
In 352 and sorrow’s night—
Then woes and vears around us throng, =
And death’s chill yrasp is on us long.
Life is a rified flower
When love’s pure vi.ions fale—
A broken speil—a faded hour—
An echo—and a shade!
The poet’s thirst for fame,
And syren Leautv’s kiss,
Ambition’s height, and honour’s name
But yield a phantom bliss—
And man turns back from every goal
Thirsting for some high bliss of soul!
Would [hal died when young!
How many burning tears,
And wasted hopes and severed ties
Had spirell my after years!
And she on whos= pale brow,
‘The damp and cold earth lies,
Whose pure heart in its virgin glow
Was mirror’d in dark eves!
Would [ liud faded soon with her
My boyhood’s earliest worshipper!
Pour not the voice of wo!
Shed not the burming tear
When spirits from-the coll earth go
Too brig!it to linger here!
TUhnsgllied let them pass
[ato oblivion’s tomb—
Like ¢now flakes melting in the sea
When rife with vestal bloom,
Then strew fresh flowers above the grave
nd let the tall grass o’er i!v\vne!

— D CE——— "
rom the Ladies Lit. Port Folio.
THE EXILE.

thoughty are travellers, over the waters
‘dim.” :

t wata pleasant evening in August,
at I wapdcred out from the din and
stle of #populous town on the sea-
and, to enjoy the cool evening air.
ere had been a shower during the
¥, in the city, but its good effects
d been evanescent, and the heat
med to glow with a* still greater
ensity, after the rain had disap-"
red from the hot pavements.  As
alked outof . the city, however,
large drops glittered upon the
es as they reflected the radiance
the setting aun, and the healthful
vigorating air of the oceamggtole
e a gentle spell over my senses. 1
proached a point—a frequented
k, projecting out into the sca, a-
nst which the light waves broke
h a soft, lulling sound. [ stood
ing upon the scene which spread
like enchantment beforc e,
en I fancied I heard at a shortdis-
ce, the low murmur of a human
ce, as of one speaking in an under
to a companion. I cautiously
cd the spot whence the sound
ecded, and sawin the uncertain
light, a young man reclining at
I‘enf\h upon tie ground; his head
d fanguidly upon his hand, ashe
ked off upon the sea, and repeat-
ome lines, of which I only caught
followi,.g:
et now despair itself is mild, °
en as the winds and waters arc;
p1d lie down like 1 tir’d child,
[t weep away the life of carc
bich 1 have borne and still must bear
Heath like sleep, might steal on me,
d I might feer n ths wart air
heek grow cold, and here the sea
he o’er my dying brain its last monoto-

here wasa melancholy tone, a pe-
ar tenderness in the manner in
ch this beautiful-stanza was re-
ed, that evincedin the speaker
unison with .the sentiments of
r author. He-'raiscd his head
n he had finished spcaking; and
way now discovered, T walked
B lrtmvanls him.. I felt that I
ntruding upon the solitude of
pher—and remarked with embar=
fegt; thatthe lines Thad by acci.
3 ted, wers, I believ-
o) ~modtobeadtiful of Mr.
Slley’s writing
£ y’doamgvm
j6tions of his h
dwr b’
jantly end coldi

[* * The speaker’s yolce was familiar.
and I soon recognized in him # gen-
tleman whom I had oftén seen in
towan,- at tha cofice house in -
street, where he passed his-time, for
the most part, in walking the piazza
in front with a sad anﬁ downcast
look, apparently wript in the bitter-
est reflections; for his eye avoided
the interchange of glances with any-
one; and hestood alone, in the midst
of bustle and confusion, not unnotic-
ed, but unnoticing any thing that was
passing around him.

I walked away from the stranger,
offering as [ took my leave an awk-
ard but sincerc apology for my in-
trusion. In my after rambles of an
evening, I used frequently to meet
him, and, contrary to my expecta-
tions, he passed the usual salutations,
and though the smile ke put .on,’
showed too plainly the attempt to
conceal a sickening heart, yet the
apparent change kindled a momenta-
ry feeling of pity, for his seemingly
unhappy situation,

Oune cvening [ met him alone. He

3
b *oﬂ'nrc’d me his hand, as he inquired,

‘Will you-aceept an-apology for my
abrupt manner towards you a few
evenings since?’

“There 18 no apology necessary,” I
answered, for at least not from you;
I was the offender.” Thus commenc-
ed a conversation, which led, after
some preliminary enquiries, to the
relation of the following story. —

¢My nistory,” said the stranger,
¢night remove unfavourable impres-
sions concerning me which my ap-
pearance and manner cannot but cre-
ate.  Yet the exterior is but too true
an index of theinternal agony I feel.
I have endeavoured to forget the
shadowy and changeful past—the
pictures of my sunny childhood and
vouth—the after days of darkness
and ill—the trying and heart wary-
ing scenes through which it has been
my Iot to pass, butall in yain. When
this frame shall have mingled with
its kindred clagy—iwhen my feverish
and troubled spirit shall have found
its last and lonyg wished for repose,
then, and only then, shall I cease to
be miserable.

¢I was born and educated in Lon-
don.  As my parents moved in the
highest circle, and were rich, my
young existence passed quickly away.
An almost unbroken sunshine of hap-
piness brought me to the age of eight-
teen. I had never known want; I
looked forward, therefore, with ar-
dour to the sunny future; happy in
contemplating the past, and sanguine
of felicity in the coming years; little
thinking that a night, dark, gloomy
and cheerless, was soon to shroud
mv happiness in its shadowy folds,

T was placed with an eminent bar-
risterin theinnertemple, at the study,
of the law, a profession which I had
chosen asthemostagreeable to me, &
one as [ fancied, the best.calculated to
lcad to eminence. I studied with
unwearied assiduity and attention,
and soon wontheesteem of my friends
no less thaf the admiration and good
will of my patron.

I had a sister, two years younger
than myself, whovas all that lovely
woma'1 could be; and never were
two persons knit by stronger ties
than werc my sistcrand me. Through
ourglad innocent childhood—through
the ycars of more advanced youth,
she hud beén the companion of my
chotce, and the partaker of my evan-
escent sorrows. She was a beau-
tiful girl, when [ commcr}ced my
studies; scarcely sixteecn—just bud-
dinginte blushing womanhood.

Among my centpanions in the in-
ner templo was the son of a noble
pecr; a young man of apparently a
gonerous dispasition, and apparently
possesscd of the. finest fe_ell_n{!. of our
naturc. = A unison in our habits and
modes of thinking, soon made us
mutual friends. I madehim my con-
fidant. I introduced him to my pa-
rents—to my sister—and gave them
to understand that he was worthy of
all the attention and goodness they
might bestow upon him.

sFrom this time he became acon-
stant visitar; and T was pleased to
ohserve a.growing attachment and
esteem fqu-ifn mavifested in my pa-
rents, and something more delicate
and tender in my sistef. -I was not
disippointed, far less dissatisfied; to
1éarn from my sister’s blushes when-
ever his name was meatianed, that
sho -cherished him'in "her, heart of

‘ply; and I heard the window gently

"sought him, for whom, two days be-

hearts’ .

¢I'will not tiro yo;x; p&lenoomﬁl‘

the details of the origin of -all my
misfortuaes; I mean the loss of my
father’s fortune. Thousands that have
been'in affluence and easo have ex-
Feneneed like reverses, though never
ollowed more disastrous effects.—
Suffice it to say, that our family was
forced to rediove from the scenes of
Regent street; to the narrow limits
of St. Martin’s Lane. Oh, the cru-
elty and heartlessness of the vicious
wealthy when in pawer! Yet the
friendship of the world ever vanish-
es with the passing away of that for
which the world toils—its wealth.

‘We were not, however, unhappy,
the change from afffuence to compa-
rative poverty had only served to ce-
ment the love and affection which
before had bound us. My sister was
contented, even happy. Her books
and other sources of intellectual en-
joyment, had been spared; and the
friend to me, the more than friend
to her, continued his visits, render-
ing.little gratification in our retire-
ment, without making us feel our
obligations to him, and apparently
disgusted with the importance genc-
rally placed upon wealth and its vain
trappings; and while I wasengaged
in my studies which my kind patron
suffered metodo, under his gratuitous
instructions, Tenvied notthat wealth
which had brought clustering around
me the hecartless sycophants, who,
when the cloud of adversity rested
upon me, clung around the sunny
side of other friends.

‘I was returning one evening at a
latc hour from my avocations, and
was about to enter St. Martin’s Lane
from Charing Cross, when I heard a
low conversation in which I fancied
I caught the frequent repetition of
the name of my sister. As I ap-
proached nearer, I could discover by
the light of the lamp near which
they were standing, a little group,
engaged in a laughing jovial sort of
small talk; and again% heard a name
pronounced as familiar to me as was
the voice of the speaker. I paused
to ascertain what could be said by a
friend, in the public street, of her for
whose happiness I would have left
nothing unaccomplished.

‘She isa pretty girl, we know, Eu-
gene,” said one of the party, ‘but who
the d =1 would come from Regent
street to marry a poverty stricken
beauty in St. Martin’s Lane? What
would they say at the west end?’

¢Marry her!’ replied a voice I knew
too well, ‘egad, I never indulgail
such an idea, my dear fellow; hut
then . you know she esteems me too
much to be cast slightly away—eh?’
¢Were it an affair of mine,’ replied
anather, ¢I should have no hesitation
what course to pursue; she is poor
you say—ergn, she will require your
assistance; render it, and vour kind-
ness will have won an affection as
strong as the love of life.’ 1
" ¢ am afraid I am the subject of
such an affection already,’ was the
cold hearted, chilling answer. My
blood broiled, as I turned away from
the spot, and hastened ta undeccive
my sister.

‘There was a glimmering light in
her apartment; and when I rapped at
the door no answer was retgned; [
raised the knocker again, bat no re-

raised, and my sister enquired in an
agitated voice, ‘Is it my hrother?’
On beinganswered in the affirmative,
she unbarred the door, and smiled
through the tears which dimmed her
mild %)luo eye. ‘It isas [ thought
Mary,’ said I; ‘you begin to realize
the bitterness ot paverty, and repine
at its degradation,” ¢Oh no!itisnot
poverty, nor its evils, but’worsc than
all; he whom ‘I have too fondly lov-
ed is a villain, false and untrue. I
have rejected his dishonoured propo-
sals with disdain, and when he left
the house, I dreadéd and feared his
return!’ In the agony of her young
innocent heart her wounded affection
found reliefin another flood of tears.

¢This, in addition to thcraggravat-
ing intclligence I was about to im-
part, was cnough to fix me in my
rash purpose. I left the room, and

fore, I would have laid down my life,
I sought him to kill him! I .found
him where I had left him, and in
resence of his two companions I
stabbed hifh to the heart,Zand:sant
him id a moment to his list accotint.
His comp: ixlo:ilrﬂéd, bl?t Ire%ln(:]
by the body'of my former fhgnd,
;'zd' heard the hisky dul?xi : du’-e:

of that blood. which but s momant he-
fore was voursing thm!’ﬂ:h‘yl_:gng‘

= gt

veins. The lamp threw a feeble
flickering light upon his countenance;
the bloom upon his cheek was as-
suming a deadl rple; and the
‘smile which he iucruwnm when he
had received the fatal blow still lin-
gered in the dying expression of his
face. Ho turned his eyes slowly and

wildly upon me as he cast a lingering |

gazo upon each object, as they grew 1
‘dlm and- indlstinet before his failing
vision. He wag'beautiful in death;

and the well spring of my friendship

and tcoderness was opened as I gaz-

ed upon his face; and I wept.

‘I'stood in a painful reverie by the
side of my victim until the officers of
justice arrived; and I was hurried to
prison upon my own confession of
guilt.  ‘The report of the death of a
gay and handsome young nobleman,
by the hands of his intimate friend,
brought numbers to see me, some to
pity, some to insult. Language can-
not describe the emotions I felt, when
my parents and sister, whom I had
not been permitted to sec after my
arrival, visited the murderer in his
cell. They came with hopes and
fears—their hopes were buried in
despair, their ¢fears were all too true.’
The memory, of this scene is too
much; imagination grows brighter
and brighter. as I look back upon
this dark pagefof my existence.

‘It was but a few days-before the
Genoral “Sessions, and the day soon
came for my trial. I wasled through
the subterrancan passage from New-
gate to the bar of justice, in the
Bailey, there tried, f;

y exccution.
pass the many dgonizing hours I ex-
perienced, and come to the-awful
night before the morning on which 1
was to have becn made an example
to gaping thousands. My friends,
at my request, had left me forever.
I had kissed, for the last time, the
pale lilps of my angelic sister, and
was left to my reflections.

‘Everyone knows, though allhave
not felt, that there is a peculiarly
awful and undefinable scnsation,
comes over us, as we contemplate the
grave, and the unknown and myste-
rious existence to which we must
pass, through its narrow and gloomy
precincts.  We shrink from that un-
discovered country,” from ¢whose
bourne no traveller returns,’ though
life itseli is misery. And I had felt
all this. I have stood upon itssolemn
brink, and surveyed at a glance my
gloomy passageto the land of spirits.
But I tire your patience, and hasten
the conclusion of my eventful histo-
ry.
¢On that awful morning I was libe-
rated.  Of the humane persons who,
at the risk of their own lives, ena-
bled me to escape impending death,
I can say nothing; suffice it to say,
that an incredibly short period after
[ emerged fram my dungeon, and
while all London was alive in scarch-
ing for the criminal, I was in a ves-
sel bound to America, amply suppli-
cd with money, which enables me
to live independently in this coun-
try: The fictitious name [ have borne
has enabled me frequently to hear
from England. My father is no more,
my sisteris married legally—she has
given her hand to a wealthy and
worthy gentleman, the better to sup-
port her aged mother, sinking, as
she is, into her last repose. I think
at timzs, in my feverish dreams, that
I again behold my sister, and the
deathly countenance of the friead I
butchered, that looked so awful in
the agontes of dissolution; and

I turn to clasp those forms of light
And the pale moening chills mine eye.”

Here closed the stranger’s story.
As he has long since “faded from the
things that be,” I have penncd his
haaty sKetch, knowing that what was
imparted to me'in confidence, can-
not now pain him who is so far be-
yond the reach of earthly suffering.

The cypress which throws its
shadow o’er his place of rest, is fan-
ned by the pure breezes from the
sea.  He sleeps upon the spot where
while living it was his only pleasure
to hold communion with the holy
works of nature, and where his last
low whispered prayer to Heaven for
forgiveness, mingled with the soft
waves, as they ‘broke gently below.

0 : L.G. C.
MAXIMS

When a very rich man is very sick |
he feels how worthless wealth ic.

Vice that, watches .is an overmatch
for virtue that slambers.

and flutte. ing sensibility, which drops

todib of ambition’, -

3

Tima.is the cradle of hope, and |

AGNES,
A FATTHYUL SXETCH.
By Mrs. 8. C. Hall.

‘A little C{rinim humility and sober
nindedness are worth all the wild
and metaphysical djscussion, which
has unsettied the peace of vain wo-
man, and forfeited the respect of rea-
sonable men.’ Hannah Moore.
‘She must have been very beautiful!’
‘No, my dear, she was not.”- -1
‘Rich?’ o Ul
¢No.?
‘Accomplished?’ Lt

d;’Wh“ 0 you.mean by accomplish-

e A .

*Uaderstand the [talian and French

languages, music, drawing, and—Oh,

my dear friend! every thing, 1n short.”

*It is difficult, Mary, to understand
‘everv thing,’ [observed, and it would,
just now, occupy too much time to dis-
cuss the ideas which you evidently con-
nect with the word *accomplished;’but
[ will simply tell you, tﬂn in your
sense of the term, Agnes was not ac-
cormplished ’

Mary paused. ‘Indeed! then, my
dear madam, what was it that made
you love her so dearly? Neither pos-
sessed of riches. nor beauty, nor ac-
complishments—what had she to recom-
mend her?—perhaps she was amisble?’

*She was indeed !’

‘Oh! then it is merely amiability that
you value!’ Something like a sarcas-
tic smile, sullied the handsome fea-
tures of my young friend as she made
this remark: “bat it Jisappeared, when
I nad looked for a moment steadily on
her couutenance.

*If by amiability, you mean a weak

tears with the same rapidity, and the
same weight, over a faded leat and a
dying friend, I do not value it at all:
but [ value that benevolence in trifles,”
which is obliged by obliging, & which,
spring from the true root—the love of
the Creator—bears the fruit of abun-
dant love to our fellow creatures.’
‘Perhaps,’ said Mary, *she had few
temptations  Neither handsome, rich,
nor accomplished, the world could not
have charmed her as much as those who
were cousilered mnare highly gifted.
*Not s9, my love. I nave said she
was not handsome; but her slight and
delicate figure, .the touching music of
her voice, and her aweet calm smile,
harmonized so delightfully, that the
most severe critics in female beauty—
perso1s who know nothing of her worth
—pronounced her *pleasing.” Although
onsscssed of po glittering stores, her
®auk in society was more than respec-
table; and the want of accomplishments
was never felt, because she was ever
employed in drawing forth the abilities
of her friends. Her history has noth-
ing of romance to recommend it—it is
simply the tale of one, who felt that:
‘Faith builds a bridge scross the gulph
of Death,
To bresk the rock blind Nature can-
not shun:’
and who acted on this belief. If health,
at a very early period of life, prevent-
ed her from anticipating in. or enjoy
ing the usual recreations of youth; and
she consequently acquired a more inti-
mate knowledge of herself. 'This she
improved: she felt, that to satis(y an
immortal spirit, more 18 wanted than
the world can give, and as her faith in-
creased, it was manifested in love and
charity towards all human kind.
‘There werc two in the world to
whom the heart of Agnes clung with
enduring affection. One, a high spin-
ted daring brother, who is still engaged
in Indian warfare: if she gloried in a-

ny think, save the gospel of Christ,if 4

was this noble youth’s gallant be
and spotlessfame. But her broxy
shadowed, and her eyelids benf]

she spoke of another, to whom she had ;

caused much sorrow. *I know he lov-
el me,” she would say: but he loved
also the gay and giddy werld; what he
loved, 1 should snog, have loved, and
have devoted my life to his pleasures,
not to the self denying duties of a
Christian. e
*In common with all pure and deli-
cate minds she was very fond of flow-
ers; yet she did not love the gay rose,
or stately lilly, so mach as the timid
snow drop, or the prim and yellow cro-
cus, whose thin green leaves wave ov-
er the thawing frost in smiling mocke-
ry of its departing power—and to the
last she loved to wander amongst green
lanes and tranquil meadows, there to
commune with God ‘sarraunded by his
beautiful works. Oneevening we ram-
bled so far, that we were much tatigued,

Thou the rich dye un them Bes! 5'1‘5
:'l:hy.nimblc‘pem{e paivst m.‘rml

., -:8¢ape 88 < .
eat 10 the rose thoa

A crimsols
1 W st,
A crown of studded gold thou bear’sts
‘The virgin lilies, in their white,
Are clad bt with the lawn of almost
oaked light.? '
‘Very beautiful, my friend, are those
lines,? ¢aid she; *very beautiful? but re-
Fligivns our religion, anitéaatl the bexu-
tg ot poetry with the solidity of ressong
the sun sets, bat it dies not—evea so
the Christian.?

and found her a silent corpse; t
vame smile rested on her lip as when [
bid her farewell on the preceding even-
ing. ] learnt that she retired to rest
as usual, but in the morning, when hep
infant brother attempted to take hép -
hand, it was culd and lifeless; a pock-
et Bible was found under her pillow,
the leaf turned down at the 12th of
Luke, -and those words underlined
with her pencil, ‘*Fear not, therefure,
ye are of more value than many spar=
rows.’ 4

From the Saturduy Evening Past.
CHAMBERS OF DEATH.

To the mind of contemplatinn—~the
soul of feeling, there iy a gloomy satis-
faction, a melancholy pleasure, in re-
flecting on the mysterious workings of
divine wisdom, in the governrent and
control of the universe, a pleasure
springing from a firm and clristian
confidence, in those gracious promives,
which the o!?'ecu of his faith, the mas-
ter of his religion, has left behind for
the consolation of his folfowers

To such a mind, even the chamber
of death affurds a theme of cogatation,
dark and dismal as is the picture, to
the fancy of an ordinary "observer.
To observe the silent deportment, the
pensive lonks, and half suppressed sobs,
of the mourning relativeg, as they press
around the couch of a s-ving husband
and father, gives rise to emutivnsin the
minds of most men far from enviable;
maynap the destined victim of relentless
destruction, is the parent of a numeruug
progeny,— the only support of helplesg
dependants, in the confirlence of health,
had he looked forward to the enjoy-
ments of many days, and in the joy of
his soul, hoped fur nappiness; but in the
n dstof his golden houra, had the in-
comprehensivie decree of fate mark-d
him for the spoiler™ scythe, and impres-
ed upnn.his manly brow the signet of
death! Like the wild and llunfyﬂ buck
of the furest wounded by the poisnued
arrow of the savage hunter, he rolls
from side to side as il struggling fur vic-
tory against the fellow destroyer—rmark
the distraction of his countenaunce,
as he meets the soothing, surrowful,
look of her who bends over him watch-
ing with the fondness of female affec-
ton, his every motion, endeaveuring
by every attention which the strongest
attachment could invent, to ‘smoith
the ragged pillow of disease, and soften
the last momen(s of departing life. - It
18 the voice of memory, speaking
through the recollection of by gone
days, and the agony ofﬂcfnt the pros-
pects of separation. ¢ momentary
reflection which flitter across his mind
with the vivid force of the lightuing’s
flash, that she, who had been the object
of his earliest and foniest love, the
constant sharer of his griefs, the partnec
of his joys and the soather of his suraw-
ful and gloowy feelings, must saon -be
left the sole and only protector of their -
mutual offspring, convulsed with dgo-
nizing feelingy his  departing saul.

Bat mark again the sniden change!
His features have a<sumed theralm'ge-

ie of a cloudfess sky, a smile of plea-

‘irhich brightens for 2 moment the
##xpressions of his face, is all
txuflles the even placidity of resigna-
tion: Z-Tt is religi on! the man's
comfert—the christian’s consolation!
whick speaks to the dying soul in ac-
cents sweeter far than the mildest
musioc of Heaven’s softest brerzes,
teaching it recignmgion and confidence
in the dispensation of Providence. His
thouglits na longer rest aa objects of
this world, they are directed towards
heaven, imploring a benediction upon
thove-dear objects,” which  wers the
consrant subjects of his care in thia lifeg
he feels no longer the pain‘afbody, for
altho’ the spirit still lights up hiy fea-
tures with a heaven like smile, his soul
seems to be lingering midway betwéen
earthand heaven. The crids has are
rived, death ‘hss accomplished his ob-
ject, but the victory befangs to the vic-
tim; truly ma man exclaim:

and we sat under a wide. spreading
beech, whose leaves were beginning to
tremble and fall in the autumn blast.
She laid her bonnet on_the grass, and
reclining her\head against the tree
pointed to the departed gun, wha.was
casting a flood ofu grods light over
the surroundiog landscape. e

‘All the world’s bravery that delights

0., Dmg reis thy sting!
0, Grave! wiiére is thy victory!®
No longer i ‘tha chamber of ,death
characterized by the awful silenee *of
suspense, the disconselate widow, whbse
affection had overcoaie“matare, ha
n:_ farther l:'l:ﬂ;ll;‘l'!li the'. exercise o
those erful ‘feelings, gives way to
nhrg.p::'d sioks ni:de‘r"th‘: , lnl‘{nc‘
of her afltiction,* while the poor -little

our eyes,
s bat thy sereral liveriep

fathgsless ‘children- give faose to- theic
b&k lpmamlom, and weep, they

‘I called to see her the next daﬁy, .
°

»




